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ADVERTISEMENT. 



f^ODSTOW is at prefent a Ruin on the Margin of the Ifis^ 
at a fmall diflance from Oxford. It ivas formerly a Houfe 
of Nuns ^ famous perhaps on no account fo much as for having 
hetn the Burial-place of Rofamondj daughter of Lord Clifford^ 
the beautiful Taramour of Henry the Second. This Monarch 
is faid to have built a Labyrinth at Woodfiock to conceal her 

from his jealous ^een^ who^ during his Abfence^ ivhen he 
was called away by an unnatural Rebellion of his Sons^ at the 

fuppofed Injligation of their Mother ^ found means to get Accefs 
to her^ and compelled her to fnvallow Toi/on. Frequent Walks 
in this delightful Recefsy facred to the Moments of Contempla^ 
tion, fuggejed the following Thoughts, for the Publication of 
ivhichj let the alarming Trogrefs of Lewdnefs^ and confequen*ly 
of Licentioujhefs of 'MannerSy which indeed threatens the Dif 

folution of our State j be accepted as an Apology^ 
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MUSJEUS. 

THE moral Mufe, from yon monaftic fhade. 
Where frown the Tow'rs by envious Time decayed, 
Invites my footfteps from the flow'ry plain, 
And calls from Folly's rout to Fancy's train. 



O hallow'd Haunts ! where Genius loves to ftray. 
Where lilver Isis winds her murm ring way: 
Whence feen from far, afpiring to the Ikies, 
The awful Fanes of British Athens rife: 
Where, thro' her reeds, a path as we explore, 
Some ftartled Halcyon feeks the farther Ihore : 

B And 
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And all her woods, and winding groves among 
The lonely Philomela fwells her fong: 
Around; thy verdant olives, PEACE! arifej 
Thy radiance, LEARNING! Ihines to diftant Ikies! 



O facred fcenes ! Remembrance fliall renew, 
And Fancy*s eye with frantic blifs review ! 
Soon fhall I ceafe to linger with delight. 
And 'mid your willows meet a noon-day night ; 
Doom'd on thy banks, commercial Tyne ! to roam. 
Where levling PHRENZY finds her fov*rite home; 
Where croft AMBITION, curfing all fhe hates^ 
(Ah dark Difturber of the peace of ftates !) 
Mifleads with lies an undefigning train, 
And drags THE MANY in her magic chain. 
Where PARTY rages, with her Gothic pow rs, 
Nor fpares the Mufe's ihade, nor Sion*s bow rs ; 
Her rankling fplecn fome vileft Trafh betrays, 
That, meant for malice, proves the higheft praife: 
Her lewdeft Libels court the public ihame ! 
Her bafe AiTafllns wound each envied name ! 



Pleas'd 
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Pleas'd I renew my walks by Ifis' ftream, 
Indulging Fancy's fwect extatk dieam : 
In learned eafe with devious ^Bieps I ftray, . 
Where lonely CDNT^EMPIATION points my ^ 
The fedgy margin oft her ftq> retains. 
When fober Ev'ning frees the fcrvile. fwains ; 
A foft^d fmtle unSs^ds her Isrow aufieve. 



Serenely grave, aixd pleafingiy fcvcre t 

Retarded now 'mid GODSTOW's walls ftie ftands ; 

Walls fam'd of yoie ! the woik of pious hands ! 

■ 

Of ages paft each diftant deed appears. 

And rife the fcenes of long elapfed years 

In her revolving mind» Tears fill her eyes^ 

While Henry's woes and Rofamund's arife : 

Woes ! that iliil warn us from this Wreck Of Time 5 

A frailty fam'd and far-renowned Crime! 

Ah haplefs Maid! th* setherial Powr began, 
(While penfive fadnefs thro' my bofom ran!) 
What mov'd thee firft thy Fathers to difgrace ? 
The boaft and Inrand of Clifford's noble race t 

Ck^u'd 
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Cou'd icy Age thy youthful breaft infpire, 
. Or e'er grey hairs enkindle green defire ? 
Love's living fmile Ambition's frowns devour,. 
And Pleafure flies the rude embrace of Pow'r, 
Could Henry's Crown a charm fo pow'rful prove^ 
To blanch the negro front of lawlefs love? 
Too juftly blam'd ! to blaft whofe fame confpire 
A Lover old, wrong'd Queen, and injur'd Sire! 



I fee the Father tear his hoary hairs. 
And beat a bofom, rack'd with liopelefs cares j 
Invoke high Heav'n on Henry's head to fhow'r 
The vengeful light'nings of incenfed Pow'r: 
Bare the red arm againft th* adult'rous flame, 
And hide in dull a darling daughter's ihame ! 



The pray'r's preferr'd — ^Nor ever move in vain 

The holy lips of Age, incens'd by pain. 

War's ftem alarms their infant loves annoy. 

And black remorfe fucceeds the blaze of joy. 

In vain ha$ Woodftock rear'd her haughty tow'rs. 

In vain immur'd thee in meand'ring bow'rs: 

Eludes 
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Eludes no lab'rinth Guilt's intnifive eyes, 
And CONSQENCE follows wherefoe'er flie flies ! 



How chang'd by abfence * ev'ry Haunt remains ! 

The fcenc of pleafures paft, of prefent pains ! 

There mourn, frail Maid! till o'er the murky gloom, 

Repentance ihine to mitigate thy doom : 

By Man unheard, unwept, and unforgiv'n, 

The mercy Earth denies, draw down from Heav'n ! 



The dark retreats flem Jealoufy explores. 
Fate's clue condudling thro' the mazy doors ! 
See Guilt at once and injur'd Love arraign. 
While Pity pleads and Mercy moves in vain ! 
Nor fighs, nor pray'rs, nor tears in torrents flied, 
Avert the doom from her devoted head, 
Till Poifon's fpimiy bowl aveng'd the fpotted bed ! J 



Here paus'd the Pow'r! and having glean d her ftore 
From ages pafi^ xo future fram'd her lore. 

C Be 

♦ This alludes to the wars in 'Normandy, which called Henry away, foon after 
the commencement of this unhappy amour* 
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Be wam'd ye Fair ! (Ihe cried) by CliflPord's fete, 
What vengeful woes on lawlefs love await ! 
The phantoms, Fairy Pleafure rais'd, fliall fall, 
And foon her lufcious fweets be dafh'd with gall ! 
Still Pleafure flies from Guilt on flitting wings, 
And 'mid her flow'rs the ferpent Sorrow filings ! 



Tranfcribe the Tale*, that on this wall is wrought, 
The Tablet hangs a Toilette for your thought ! 
Here look, — nor to thofe flattering mirrors fly, 
Where fouls are poifon'd by the pleafiu-*d eye j 
Nor vainly wifli, to future fortunes blind, 
Lucretia's face, without her fairer mind ! 



Think then! and from the crime let thought reftrain, 
For tranfient joys, what lafting ills remain ! 
Tlie foil in vain from Honour's height you mourn; 
In vain with tears to ruthlefs Man you turn : 
As foon the ftreams that down the valleys ftray, 
Shall backwards to their fountains force a way! 

Sooner 

* The Hiftory of Rofamond infcrlbed on the wall of the chapel^ which is now 
converted into a (lable. 
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Sooner fhall Froft its freezing pow'rs forego, 
And Afric's foot be chang'd to Europe's fhow, 
Than blafted Beauty fliall its bloom regain, 
Or female Honour foil'd, remove the ftain I 



O think ! as o'er th' infidious Glafs you lie^ 
When confcious Pleafure fparkles in the eyel 
When Caution fleeps, and to th* unguarded mind> 
Conceit and Pride an eafy entrance find I 
How Senfe fhall furfeit o'er the faireft face, 
If Minds too mix not in the warm embrace t 

How foon the vivid flufh of Beauty flies ! 

Tho' BlolTbms pleafe us, 'tis the Fruit we prize I 

r 

With care, O cultivate in earlieft youth^ 
Perennial charms. Faith, Modelly, and Truth ! 
Charms! that furviving Beauty's boalled claim, 
Rife phoenix-like from the funereal flame ! 

ft 

Of equal worth, no earthly good is told ; 
Golconda's gems, nor all Pcruvia's gold 1 



Still 
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Still Britain boaft, by circling waves embrac'd, 
Her young men valiant, and her maidens chafte ! ' 



No more on Fafliion^s frothy Tide be bome^ 
But ilem the Torrent you alone can turn : 
No more with ftniles the Rake's lewd wiihes fan, 
Refufe of ftcws and reliques of the man! 
With coy referve th' inlidious Villain view ; 
Falfe to himfelf, can he have faith to you? 

The Fopling's fond impertinence defpife. 
And blaft his hopes with your difdainful eyes : 
To him in vain your rival charms are ihewn; 
Narciflus-like he loves himfelf alone ! 



'Gainft Vice in vain Religion ftill inveighs, 
"While Paffion fleeps nor heeds th' unmoving lays : 
From beauty's lips the living lore would charm, 
And coldeft Unbelief with Ardor warm ; 
Her chaft'ning powV the Scomer's pride would own, 
And Atheifts tremble at her angd frown : 
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■ 

Thro' Error's maze a Leader fhc would prove, 
Aiid light the Lamp of pure cekftial Love ? 



On Thule's heathy heights fee VIRTUE ftand, 
"With lingering looks, prepared to leave the Land ! 
To wafte in northern night the lonely hour, 
And mourn 'mid Hecla's caves her ravifh'd pow'r : 
See fond Affe<5tion warn her e'er fhe flies, 
And turn to you her fupplicating eyes ; 
Where Hope ftill fhnggles thro' each chryftal Tear 
That watry fhines, and ftreaks the gloom of Fear ! 



Recall her with your fmilies, confirm her reign, 
The trait'rous Rival of her empire flain ! 
For yours, for Albion's fake retard her flight; 
When Virtue fets, 'tis Beauty's blackefi; night 
In vain yoU'll mourn the ab£ence of hen lay, 
To ruthlefs Luft an unrefifting Prey ! 
Find civil Order to Confoiion hurl'd, 

And mental Darknefs overwhelm the world ! 

D Again 
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Again from Luft War's fatal flame (hall blaze. 
And other Helens future Troys Ihall raze; 
Soon fick'ning Nature find th' abortive grave, 
And fink like Sodom in Perdition's wave ! 



Nor thou, fond Youth ! with boiling blood elate, 
Ah ! heedlefs of the gathering ftorms of Fate I 
With fophift fuel heap the blazing fire. 
Nor plead th' ungovern'd rage of rapt Defire! 
Defire, new-bom in the impafllon'd breaft. 
By Reafon's facred pow'r is foon fuppreft ; 
But fann'd by Sloth, by Reafon unreftrain'd; 
The headlong heights of frantic Lewdnefs gain'd ! 
Their Mounds in vain preventive Laws oppofe ; 
In vain her Lafli Ihall angry Pow'r difclofe : 
Pow'r s lafli is fpurn'd, and Law's eluded care ; 
Nor yields the Fury but to fell Defpair ! 



O could the Mufe, in Virtue's int'refts warm, 
Thy foften'd foul from firen pleafures charm ! 



She 
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She would conjure thee by the Chains that bind 

The focial Frame, and rivet mind to mind : 

By all the facred Charities of life, 

And deareft Ties of daughter! fifter! wife! 

If fervid Honour ever fir'd thy foul. 

Or Paffion ftoop'd to Reafon's chafte controulj 

If e'er Religion, watchful in thy breaft, 

Each wanton thought in embryo fuppreft, 

Some Father's faireft hopes from ruin fave, 

Nor give his hoary honours to the grave I 



No more the fort of female Virtue prove^ 
With artful vows ; th' artillery of Love ! 
Of feigned Love! — that, tempting to foul Sin, 
AfTails without, and undermines within. 



« 
For Pity's fake the friendlefs Orphan fpare, 

Nor lure the wretched to thy luftful Snare. 

Ah haplefs Maid ! to hardeft trials bom, 

When Fortune lours upon her opening mom, 



The 
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The danrgVous hoofii of tempting Charms bellows, 
And gives without its guardian Thorn^ the Rofe ! 
Soon muft the fhort-liv'd Flow'r its, fweets forego, 
And ruffian Lull fliall crop them ere they blow! 



When Fallhood's^ wiles th' unwary Maid betray, 
(Ah meaneft conqueft o'er unguarded prey !) 
Soon muft the lad alternative be try'd, 
When Vice has vanquifli'd Shame, and Pleafure, Pride, 
In Proftitution's pubUc Ihrine to bleed. 
Till poignant pains to fleeting joys fucceed ; 
Till cv'ry evil try'd, Intemp'rance knows, 
Wifli'd Death cut fliort the varied line of woes ! 
Or fcorch Love's fruit by fell Abortion's flame. 
And blaft by Murder the firft-born of Shame ! 



Who but muft fhrink from the fad Scene diftreft. 
And mourn the mifchief from his inmoft breaft ! 
Who but would bind in Vengeance' penal chain 
The bafe Betrayers of the virgin train ! 



Yet 
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Yet know, ye prowling Wolves ! to Pity blind, 
That fpare no Lambkins of the female kind I 
Who Love perverts, with Nature wages ftrife, 
Love! the great fecond caufc in worlds of life! 
As Sages fay Attraction's fecret chain 
In worlds of matter binds the flarry train; 
A cement thus of fouls Affedlions prove, 
And living Nature's all upborne by Love ! 



Who lewdly blind this Paffion points aftray, 
And gives to govern what Heav'n bid obey; 
Too late fliall find, when frantic Lull enilaves, 
That Giant-like 'tis Heav'n itfelf he braves ! 



Hail holy flame ! aetherial piu:e Defire ! 
Enliv'ning Man as erft Prometheus' Fire ! 
All Nature kindles at thy burfling beam, 
And Lands with Life and Ocean's waters teem ! 
Thy ray on Greenland's icy mountains glows. 
And keener bums 'mid Zembla's frozen fnows ! 



I* 
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To Glory's heav'nly heights how doll thou lead, 
The facred Source of ev'ry daring deed ! 
By thee the Soldier's dauntlefs bofom's fteel'd, 
When danger braves him in th' embattled field: 
Love points the Falchion, fpeeds the fcythed Car, 
And Beauty's fpoils repay the wounds of war ! 
For thee the Statefman plans his deep defign, 
And by thy light the Court's gay circles fhine. 
Thy powV e'en pall'd Ambition's vot'ries prove, 
And Care finds refpite in the arras of Love ! 
For thee the Scholar fpends his midnight oil j 
A purer paffion animates his toil 
Than Fame; — that, faint as Echo's fainteft breath, 
Nor lives in life, nor can be heard in death : 
Supremely bleft if lab'ring long he find 
The laurel wreath with Lover's myrtle twin'd! 
For thee the Sailor ev'ry ftorm outbraves. 
And Lucy's fmile o'erpays the frowning waves. 
At eve, flow plodding from the labour'd plain, 
Mild Phillis' kifs revives her fainting Swain : 

How 
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How high reward, when Toil his tafk foregoes, 
To find on Beauty's bofbm (oft repofe ! 
Search then all life, each Hate, condition prove ! 
The pureft pleafure flows from virtuous Love. 



O Blifs jfincere ! if Blifs fincere can be, 
In the dull fphere of dark Mortality : 
When Senfe and Soul confpire to feed a flame ! 
That bums thro' age, unchangeably the fame. 
E'en brighter burns and brighter ftill the fire 
That Virtue lighted up and pure Dcfire 5 
Nor Time, whofe envious Rage would all remove, 
Can clip the wings of chafte connubial Love ! 



Frail Man ! no more of mental ills complain, 
Nor mourn the progrcfs of corporeal pain ! 
Pandora's deadly dole, whence Evil rofe, 
The fated fource of never-ceafing woes ! 
One good that ev'ry ill o'erpay'd, confin'd. 
And Woman was the Hope ftill left behind ! 



O Woman! 
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O Woman ! Source o f ev'ry dear delight, 
That draws th' enamour'd foul, and charms the fight I 
In, whom concenters each attraftive grace, 
That decks the mind, and deifies the face! 
Your rubied lips diftill Aurora's dew. 
Your breath has fweets that Hybla never knew: 
Your eyes outftiine the filver orbs of night ; 
Serenely gay, and mild with foften'd light! 



O may the Guardian of fo great a prize, 
Hefperian HONOUR, watch with Argus' eyes ! 
Breafts fo ferene no ruder paflions tear. 
Nor poifon lurk in Flow'rs fo pafling fair ! 
So fliall your arms an Amulet ftill prove. 
To ward off withering Care, the bane of Love ! 



For ah ! in vain your beauties Heav'n beftow*d. 

If vicious Paflion foul their fair abode ! 

Vice draws her deadlieft bane from Beauty's pow'r, 

The rankeft poifon from the richeft Flow'r! 

Nor 



